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[Intro]
Yeah, uh

[Verse]
Quality service, customer satisfaction, I'm that nigga
Well, I might not be it, but one thing I am, is that nigga
I love thick and black jiggas, but white girls is mad bigger
And I say, "Jeez," like the segment for praise launched by a dad nigga
I'm Hollywood as fuck, put you in the dirt that the Oscars give
These schizo women could've been patient enough to get the scholarships
I'm gonna call it quits tonight
On second thought, I think love is pretty unlimited, so nevermind
Cassandra's underdog story, she was just a lesbian
Inconsistent verbal talkers got rare-breed or peasant skin
Feelin' like a prisoner when bein' straight
But when y'all tap into it, oh, boy, y'all eatin' grape
Oh boy, y'all eatin' tape
Like how bundles of hair gon' have your ends split before noon
That baby had to learn not to touch me since he is too soon
Plain Jane focused on simmer-downs, counterfeit
They lack narratives and word massively, it ain't about the skin
It ain't about the end (Yeah), yeah

[Chorus]
Yellow pages
Yellow pages
Yellow

[Verse]
In a space where winter humidity can mess up a desert rag
That's, uh, pretty bad
Superglue rappers in the back, they said they had
Get laughed at or hit the dab
For the main stage, you puttin' them last
Oops, they smokin' the gasola
Like it's difficult for others until they hit up La Scola
Simper like Beretti smokers and I'm sittin' by somethin' colder
Brought two extra heads, so just scan the barcode and we'll know ya

[Chorus]
Yellow pages
Yellow pages (You feel me?)
Yellow

[Bridge]
Rollies, I'm not rockin' any, that's cap (Uh)
That's cap
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[Intro]
Like, I don't know, I'm really feelin' shit (Mm-hmm, mm-hmm)
I'm in the stuck with it (Mm-hmm)
It's like (Mm-hmm)
It's like (Mm-hmm, mm-hmm)
It's like (Mm-hmm, yeah)

[Chorus]
I could work a whole week, I could work a whole month off of that shit (Yeah)
Could get beat with no hum, shawty want some off of that shit (Off of that)
Say it hurt, girl, it don't (Say it hurt, girl, it don't), made her run off of this shit (Run off)
Gettin' turnt off that (Woah), gettin' turnt off of that shit
I could work a whole week (Ayy, ayy), I could work a whole month off of that shit (Yeah)
Could get beat with no hum, shawty want some off of that shit (Off of that shit)
Say it hurt, girl, it don't (Say it hurt, girl, it don't), made her run off of this shit
(Let's go, let's go)
Gettin' turnt off that (Oh), gettin' turnt off of that shit (It's turnt, it's turned)
I could work a whole week (Oh), I could work a whole month off of that—
Could get beat with no hum, shawty want some off of that
Say it hurt, girl, it don't (Oh), made her run off of this—
Gettin' turnt off that (Oh, oh), gettin' turnt off of that— (Yeah)
I could work a whole—

[Verse]
I could work a whole week, for sure, bruh, just for that one day, woah (Yeah)
I thought this was gon' take a while, now this the last day, woah
Everything gon' turn to either paper or dimes (Mm)
Been involved with Nina since I had that paper around
They call me out too many times
But like a few times she was right
Fuck it, I'm gon' finish that (Mm-hmm)
Try my best to make this night (Try your best)—I'm turnt off
Like yesterday was just too good (Mm-hmm)
I
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[Verse]
Propane, flame, I speak tongue in my own lane, bo'
Batman keg with the yellow and chrome base, ho'
Braxx stone face, rock piece with the chisel, beam no audience
Now what I need with a pistol?
What I need with a fake plug packin' a missile?
Pocket deep, and it's hissin', nigga, breakin' the dribble
My folded flag, early age, new mistake with credentials
I paid my dues, but they claim it was laced with a swindle
I'm takin' the scent
God knows nigga gave and I spent
If Heaven open heaves for a hell-raiser, I win
And if a God really created this cradle I'm in
Then where that bullshit motherfucker been, nigga?


[Verse 2]
Hell hot, turn world to Second Harlem, flee to Paris
Maybe Sicily, Eyetalian islands
Touring on some subsidiaries, visas or pay a pilot
Weapons secondary, think a demon would care for dying
Wings sent to Heaven, give me clearance to land
Towing line, throttle through them, heaven sent me
Angelic seven, break laws without paying penalties
Uncharged for peddling, beat uncovered, this felony beat
No pedaling or footmen
Or clergy, your bookmen are bushes by fire
Why not indulge in a burning bush been supplied?
Me blocked the first few times
The next few don't be surprised
Why me?
It's simple supply and demand, nigga
Hol' up, uh


[Chorus]
I feel fire flame
Summersault propane
Summer sans clothes, turn my dumpster to gold
And I ain't kept in blame
Summersault propane mère
Summer sans clothes, turn my dumpster to gold, and I ain't kept in
Fire flame
Summersault propane
Summers minus clothes, turn a peasant to gold
And I don't got to pay
Santa Claus got propane
Summer men clothed piss on posts in the snow 'cause they ain't smokin'


[Verse 3]
Lit winds, no narcotic
No crew, stone cold, no Steve
Catch a skull if you're boasting
No ego stroking, no me hosting
No tree roasting and tax free Token
No Wuhan flu washing
And tune off, and moving coffins
No sermons, trials,
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[Verse 1]
Walk the walk like Christopher
Street Naming naming team
Renascence fairs haunted
Mine own memories fatefully yours

[Chorus]
Slow meteors, steady killing em
Slow meteors, steady killin' em
Slow

[Verse 2]
C. S. I'm L. E.
Veteran tales how we live
On records set it came to be
C. S. I'm a psycho scene

[Verse 3]
And I would do it all over it like
What kind of life is that
Today is for today and tomorrow
Is September the 10th, 10-9
2023 I'll find
Who I really am and the meaning of
Life into myself
がるように見せる時 今日のために今日にの日が将来を決めるだろと言われた
told, 'use the time carefully'
sukoshita kumo o oikoshitai, ishi tsutaete

[Bridge]
And I ain't gone in a day (slow meteors)
And I ain't gone in a day (steady killin' em)

[Chorus]
Slow meteors, steady killing em
Slow meteors, steady killin' em
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[Verse]
Butterflies lying dormant inside a man's tummy
Caught the spirits of the most high but fell, the land gummy
Figured he could figure out the plan (Nah)
Guess how they found the dead body?
Outstretched hands

[Bridge]
Now, this can only mean one of two things:
Either that man lived brave as a king
Or, upon attaining certain truths, man ran insulation
From something that nobody should know

[Chorus]
For now one might suppose I know - true
Blue 'Cedes 600 weaponized like a Gundam shoot
Rap anime personified, that was purely on pursuit
Young bastard rocking rough and tough in his Timb boots
My poetry is detailed - strictly for adults
Not butts and just males

[Verse]
Our cook-ups mighty, beats bang
And we lead roles due to black excellence -
The same reason their TV season's cannin'
That sticky is my fragrant to expensive fabrics
Cost over triple for these puns, I'm a machine gun
Real nigga, I show love just because
There's no need to must know
My might is preparation alone
While they rehearse quotes in a room half-dark and stone
They seek posthumous success built off stabs in the back
For me, that would hurt to no end
Up against many odds I tend peak, peep my approach
Space-bound and focused on ease of control

[Chorus]
Oh how rude, they just assumed I'm open
(Don't dare just shoot) Just take a breath and let it go
Low on patience and I know that
It's a breakthrough, through
(Bro don't trip just blow it) We tried persistence, this time go
Old baked words heard through ears sound new
On the mic old Soul not 'fore your time see the ghost proof
Time-traveller too
Sending mad laughter not with you
Trendsetter runway rogue rockin' Gucci leather
My poetry is detailed strictly for adults
Not butts and just males

[Verse]
(Heavy sigh) Oh how hard a nigga try
But run into the wrong guys
It's a set up from the start
Truth unspoken gets scarred
This was not over pie charts, just brainwashed
Remain seated, hold the applause
Combatting with nature, I need a break
Retribution, see my truth
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[Intro]
Yeah, uh (Ayy, this shit funky)
Reporting live from planet Earth (Uh, uh)
It's your boy, DAYUM (Uh, uh), you heard? (Yeah)

[Verse 1]
Read it, I need everybody to hear what I'm 'bout to say (With no DJ)
Chief told me what goes around, come around (But here's what the DJ said)
He never returned alive but left behind a legacy
Niggas anticipated his next move or next steps
So I took it upon myself to retrieve the gun he left me
Ever since I strapped on the pain
I never had the same static with niggas that's tooken the same aim
And it came in handy when niggas tried to shoot me
They waved and told me they was fanboys, I ain't knew thee
And at night, commandments is recited by niggas
Who study the laws when it's time to say goodnight
And they tell their babies that the Boogeyman' never exist
When they know they boys is straight
One day, the aliens will invade and we anticipate it
Thinking of new ways to celebrate it
When the traps ain't fun anymore
And the kicks ain't fly anymore
Melly's on and off with me but back on tour
And these chicks ain't hot anymore
And when instead of the money, you shoutin', "Stick 'em up!"
Like New Year's for beginners in a disguise

[Verse 2]
Writing letters to the UFOs 'bout how many babies fell
And all that's left is failed prophecies of heaven and hell
The astral plane is in the air and God is dead
Us soldiers are on a mission to reach His tomb to retrieve His head
He didn't exist in the first place to my folks
But the elder never ridiculed me for believing so

[Verse 3]
Come, my lady, why you frontin'? Look at us knowin' that we're all just human
In fact, I believe there's a cross around God's neck
I let it rip like Beyblade
Know how you got your wood shelf and your wood melon?
Look at me [fly?] 'cause I'm thorough for sure
I can't connect to the Wi-Fi player
[Bridge]
I tied my lettеr to a gun and shot it at the UFOs (To a
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[Intro]
Beware the gang, gang
White sox, Dong-Jae out my shell, butterfly ('fly)
Holler everything, bitch
Gang, gang
They thought it was over with, right? (Swag)
(Break beat) (Ah)

[Chorus]
Need a try-hard optionicated with grind, Bloodline bobbin', fellas break wine
And the pink dime in the back (Gang), seein' the sky
in which God's reluctant to survive (Gang) (Grind)
Rock gang, rad Guu's bang Mothers serve the bank,
we go an' creep steady
The energy is goin', goin', the energy is goin', to break (Bap)
They said it have enth letgo of me (/Bop0
[Verse]
Go-to ain't coolin', I don't neednt to, I'm seein' the train
And like 5 walked up, she ain't a protected outside in fine lines
Ain't that great, lines, it's predicted that jit's insane
Ready to try we together then prepare to become grain
Bold when injured, was told a separation is a must
and overpower lets go my yard I'm beggin', "Don't you say goodbye"
I'm offending, through ya apparatix Right now i don't mean we go in industrialial age
Level: Harvest jar Off-Model artist [Then]
I witness I'm not needed at opdacity
so get my Mexxim  (Ba) and (Break)
It's gettin' serious in 'ere GLORIASA! (Help, help) (*Break* Beat, Help; Help!) [(Attention)]
(Bap-Bap)

[Verse 2]
Baptisize almost drowning me
Inside exclusive attractions (More, more) exclusive reasons
you should never instigate me above my C (not prepared)
Anything turns on their days Cuddy's infectionly
Good GI protecters floodin' in mind switched to frugal gains
Planet, blueing downstart (almost done die)
Plantation see's in shade where stayin' at helpin' Urges nearby the trees (unaware)
l break and cause aides, assuming nutted (HAI- Broken ends)
Exposed the stakes and get to breedy imminent (boys near)
Powerful tricky fiends witnessin' good culture (in shell)

[Bridge]
Gets
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[Intro]
Ha-ha, I'm the Black Harry Carey
I do it for the Lord
Ha, cha, you know what I'm sayin'

Bro, this ain't no music (for real, for real)
This ain't no music (for real, for real)
This ain't no music (for real, for real)
This ain't no music (for real, for real)
This is no music

[Verse]
Today I'm coked up cold on the couch
Woke up openin' my mouth
You hold-up? Know what I'm bout
Giddy as a wire to my burial ground
You're very aware of me now
I doubled down, doubled styles
I hit the town and leave 'em wild
So damager
You caught up in the game, tryna hit the frame (so damager)
I maintain tryna get my name up out of ya (so damager)
Crane kick to the brain, morn' and we remain damagers
Smokin' bad stuff in the Acura
I correct ya, get ya, you get the lyrical lecture
Old English equipped with a silencer - no suppressor
Be the best dumb guest in the East or Western hemisphere
Doin' dumb under pressure
You say "you're blessed", well I'm the blesser
Trip without the hand gesture, since past Nikes, no Skechers
Rockin ' raw with applied textures
Picture in the picture, Maybach reflectors
Rockin' this - with full confections
No rom-com, I break your heart like Katherine Heigl
That'll be just what you get for gettin' hype for my arrival
I remind you, you was cool but not my type
My rap's more dangerous than research chemicals they pipe
And colder than a tastemaker at Barry's
Keep 'em lookin dumb, no MacCarthy
Scream it like an urban Paul Revere
Damnedest (yeah)
Somethin' about the sadness
My girls be the baddest
Call 'em Ruth Lena Green heroe
Really what that mean? You hip, hope so
I've been dope since passed and present dead homies
and Milano cats swear that they know me
So go ahead on and tell 'em about me
My legend is 10x what you heard
Every word that I said so sincere
When you caught in my cross